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to write, and always with signal discomfiture* Neither of
the projected subjects in any way grew out of my own
character, however they might have led to its delineation
had I proceeded. The first was a theme of heroic life, in
which I wished to indulge in the gorgeousness of remote
antiquity. I began with a fine description, which again
elevated my hopes, but when the scene was fairly painted
my actors would not come on. I flung the sheet into the
river, and cursed my repeated idiocy.

After an exposure of this kind I always instantaneously
became practical, and grave, and stupid ; as a man, when
he recovers from intoxication, vows that he will never again
taste wine. Nevertheless, during the vacation, a pretty
little German lady unfortunately one night took it into her
head to narrate some of the traditions of her country.
Among these I heard, for the first time, the story of the
Wild Huntsman of Rodenstein. It was unlucky. The
Baroness, who was a fine instrumental musician, but who
would never play when I requested her, chanced this night
to be indulging us. The mystery and the music combined
their seductive spells, and I was again enchanted. Infinite
characters and ideas seemed rushing in my mind. I recol-
lected that I had never yet given my vein a trial at home.
Here I could command silence, solitude, hours unbroken
and undisturbed. I walked up and down the room, once
more myself. The music was playful, gay, and joyous. A
village dance was before my vision ; I marked with delight
the smiling peasantry bounding under the clustering vines,
the girls crowned with roses, the youth adorned with flowing
ribbons. Just as a venerable elder advanced the sounds
became melancholy, wild, and ominous. I was in a deep
forest, full of doubt and terror ; the wind moaned, the big
branches heaved; in the distance I heard the baying of a
hound. It did not appear, for suddenly the trumpet an-
nounced a coming triumph ; I felt that a magnificent